TUMBLING   IN   THE   HAY

Having strapped this about him, he informed the
company, unnecessarily I thought, that he was nine-
teen inches from diddy to diddy and that the hair
between was like cat-gut. His butty drew him away.
The Rasher suggested that he should chaperone
Jenny home. But Jenny wasn't " having any," leaving
you in doubt whether she referred to the chaperone or
to her home. Mrs. Adrian woke up and announced in
an English accent " This here ain't Faithful Place."
She fell back swooning, " Oh, where is he ?"

" Take her upstairs ?" Vincent inquired.

But Maria was not prepared to extend her hospitality
to the people from Faithful Place. "You'll do
nothing of the kind," she asserted. " I've had my
bedroom papered by a most respectable man." Little
did she think that her rusty son was shivering with
lust in Mrs. Mack's.

" Some day for sure them chaneys will be smashed,"
Maria continued. " And them dogs is for luck, and
that fellow stands for wisdom or health or something
like that. Ye can see the feather in his cap. They all
stand for something or other," she ended with pride.

"Here everything stands for something else !" the
tall woman commented in a cultivated voice.

Vincent said grimly, " And isn't it just as well ?"

I was endeavouring to get her line of thought when
a cabby entered with the question, " Who goes home?"

Seeing that no one wanted it, we engaged the cab.

From the east down Summerhill a shaft of gold lit
the great tenements of crumbling rose.
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